:!,?_

&l I

[

' BY ARTHUR PATERSON. < =
z{;,nnmnt, e:.lnd general lE:alnn at 'il.ha pgit;
John o ” ce, and was on the premises
muzzle mmwm&;lw?mmm‘; '%hag morning, When the trouble began, he
within am inch of his neck, and the had secreted himself where he could
Sheriff's cruel eyes were behind it seo all that went on, and had been an

Ogden felt numb and nerveless. In a|¢Y® Witness to the quarrel; had seen
flash he saw the gignificance of the Lassiter fire the fatal shot, and with
words; he was as a bird within strike great difficulty had contrived to escape
ing distance of o rattlesnake, detection and capture, Terrified he had

“Walk out of this,” gald the Sheriff. ridden off to his brother and told him

Ogden turned 'the door, meeting all. José wishing to save Ogden, but
ihe eager faces of & crowd ‘of people|nOWIng the contempt with which the
who had heard the_shot, The sheriff evidence of a Mexicanwould betreated,
beckoned to two men. and the denger to hlg brother if they

“Take himx to the casa, boys, and stay had moved in the matter, had been in
R ey e R

The promptness of action and lack|>'m 10 8eek 218 LEIp of A, LHRELCT,
of officfal ceremony in Western trials|Who happened te be the banker of the
by jury imone of the features of fron.|remaining portion of his legacy.
tier life, At elght o'clock in the morn-|, Clincher paced up anddowntheroom,
ing John Ogden had been a fres man— | DS face growing darker every moment,
" noon he was on trial for hig life. and little Maximo when he was bmu‘bt
The court-howke was the largest room |1 Was horribly scared. But when Mr.
in the hotel, a convenient spot, for the|Clincher questioned with gentle firm-
judge was the hotel proprietor. John's|1esS he concealed nothing, At the end
trial lasted exactly two hours, Sheriff the si.rekeeper fell into deep thought,
Lassiter, “our worthy officer of law,” |the Mexicang eagerly Eatchinghlntm
#s Judge Sanderbach explained to the| 1t Will cost money,” he said aloud,
esstern visitors assembled to enjoy the|Dalf to himself, half to them. “Why
scvemony, gave his evidence with a|Should 1 spend money on & darned
@gnity and self-restraint that, was|COWDOy?
wach admired. He stated briefly, how| “Money,” cried José, the rest of the
when passing the postoffice, he had|Speech being beyond him. “I have
heard the sounds of a struggle inside|money, Yes, me: Senor Don José Ilarlo
followed by & revolver shot, and enter|Gallegos. All the money that lles with
ing had discoversd the deceased in a|you I will spend to save his life—every
dying condftion, the prisoner standing|dollar.”
over him, pistol In hand. “Pshaw, you are a fool,” was the

Long before this Ogden had re-|rough rejoinder. “Your head’s turned,
covered himself, What's he to you, boy?”

“It is & lie,” he blurted out, in re-| My friend,” and the dark eyes flash-
gpouse to & bland and courteous ques-|ed. “Benor, he took my part when ail
tion from the judge, “a foul lie from|others were my enemles, and after he
beginning to end* took my hand as if he had been a

“Do you #ay 80, now? echoed the|brother, I will never forget—he took
gheriff’s attorney, the only lawyer in|my band. You,” with a quaint pitying
tewn. “That, | m. will be mos‘ﬁ smile, -":'nm m&% - Amerl-
interesting news ury. Please tell| cano; you not un B
ws why?™ | Mr. Clincher stared at this sudden
The cowboy gave his account of the|[change of tone, but thero was no time
tncident, and then €he lawyer passed|for out enigmas.

@& yery pleasant gnd profitable half-' “Have it as you will, boy,” he sald,

“TEN RIFLES WERE SWUNG TO SHOULDER."

hour im crossexamination, during[quictly. “We'll ghare the expense, méb-
which Ogden's previous assanlt upon|be. I'll haye a lstter to write, which
the Sheriff was introduced into the|you must take to Jonathan Hame,
case ‘In & manner which completely |who's Ogden's boss, and teld me once
ruined any chance of acquittal he|Ogden would beat the band for honesty
might otherwise have had, Ultimately|and grit. Vamos, now.”
a verdict of “Guilty of murder” was| It was ten miles to Hame's raneh,
glven by the jury and zentence of death | but the Mexjcans eanght the cattleman
by hanging solemnly passed by the]just as he was off for a holiday in the
Judge, the execution to take place at|Eastern States, By sundown he was in
sunrisé'the next morning. The prisoner|Clincher's store.
was then marched back to his ¢ell—an| That evening the Clincher famiiy
empty shanty—the court adjourned for |supped lste. They entertained a dozen
lunch, and those who had witnessed |guests, and it was a pleasant, soclable
the trial went quietly home. Only one|supper, for all the men were neighbors
person felt at all uneasy, This was ajand friends, At the head of the table
Mr. Edward Clincher, the store-keeper |sat Clincher, the host, quietand serene;
and oldest resident in the town, The|on his right, Jonathan Hame, the larg-
most ghabbily dressed and insignificant|{est owner of cattle in the country, a
of men in appearance, “Ed"” Clincher |triffe abgent In manner, but as undis-
was the richest man in the country; |turbed as his friend; opposite was a
and his dollars had been accumulated |slim, hard-featured man, Collett, the
by twenty years' hard work, endurance | sheep king; and on his right Dan
of much hardship, and constant danger | Bacon, most successful breeder of
to life and limb, horses in New Mexico, and so the list
“A queer bit there,” he muttered to|went on. After the supper, Clincher
himself as he stepped out of the hotel | rose guietly from his ehalr, and locked
blinking in the bright sunlight. “Burt{tho door, “Friends,” he said, returning
is paying off scores for that pounding. |to the table, “we must talk business
wonder—well, well,” ghaking himeelf, | now."
“what does it matter to me? Hellg, José] All this time Ogden was locked In
Gallegos—" the Casa awalting his fate. With his
A hand had been Inid on his arm; {coat rolled up for & pillow, he lay on
and a brown face, now a sickly yellow |his back gazing up through the grat-
withmanxiety, was eagerly peering into|ing at the sky, Hope was al] gone
his. ~nothing left bat dreary, bitter des-
“OY, Senor Edwandg, me want tolpair. Thus thrown back upon his
speak you bad. Ah, caramba! very, very | thoughts, his mind flew away from his
bad.® present surroundiogs, over land and
The boy was mad with exeitement,|sea, five thousand miles, back to the
and Ed, a kindly man with Mexicans|smoly Laneashire town swhere he was
and especially with this ons, soothed|born, and where all he loved in the
him ffke a child, world were now living, His father,
“There—there, littla fool,” he said|his brothers, his mother—here he
in Spanish, “What's to do? Wait, now: | choked, and hot tears streamed down
don't try firlng off like a pistol at half-1his eheeks unchecked. She had heen
cock. Come into the store and talk.” |a very foolish mother, John had been
José yielded with a grimance, follow-|her first-born, and she had petted him,

ing Mr. Clincher to a capacions 10g{spoilt him, cuddled him. He had re

young dare-devil
poured forth in the moet voluble of | will, by trampling upon be: with care-

less scorn, and wutterly defying any

later atiempis ai coatrol, vet he had
with her hushand, to exclamations of |loved her passionately, aayd for her

It appeared |sake had resisted many a grim tempis-

and adobe bullding, and once inside, he | paid her as a willful

~Spanish, a story that moved both Mr
Clincher and his wife, who Ilistened

horror and Indignation.
that Josf's yonnger brother, Maximo, 4| tion.
1adt of thirteen, had been cools, houses

one will lend me a pencil and plece

Y ot paper on the way to—"

Tramp, tramp, tramp, The guard was

| | walking up and down outside, Hark!
| |what was that? The man had cocked

his riflee  Another sound—horses, a
score of them at least, a challenge from
the guard, & curt reply in a volee
which Ogden knew; then sllence fol-
lowed by the sound of a key turning in
door, then—

“Out of this, boy. Come” A tall
figure stood in the doorway, beckoning,

“0ld man—Hame.” John gasped.

“That's me., No word on it now.
There aln't time”

John looked around. All aboul him
were mounted men, a strange mixture
—oowboys, bronco busters, and sheeps
berders, red. faced Texans, and swarthy
Mexlcans—ugually the bitterest of ens
emies—now for the first and only time
i thelr lives standing shoulder to
shoulder as comrades, to fight in a com.
mon cause.

“To the hotel, boys,” gald a voice, B4,
Clincher's, “Not a gound. 'We ha
a wily steer to rope, and must work
clear around him before we throw.” .
@ They wheeled, and, with John and
Hame In the centre, galloped down the
one road Calhoun possessed, reaching
Sanderbach's hotel in a few minutes,
Lights were dancing in the windows
there, people running to and fro in
mortal fright, for it was sald that a
party of cowboys mad with drink were
about to shoot up the town, The gcare
had just begun, and before anyone
could leave the place Hame, Clincher,
Collett and Bacon, with a force of fifty
ullen, wereé round it in an unbroken
ring.

Judge Sanderbach, portly and respoe-
table, stepped out upon the porch,
Behind him on the stairway to the
upper story, were pale-f~ced visiters,
The judge, a tall, fine-looking man,
asked with an Injured air of dignified
surprise what they wanted.

The storekeeper answered. “The
Sheriff of this town, Judge”

«The Judge smiled, “He is not here,
my friend.”

“We search your house room by
room. Boyg, Clincher gpoke over his
shoulder, ten of you follow me, and
I need'nt say, keep your guns handy.”

He moved a pace nearer, and the
men behind him gave their rifles a
sling forward, ralsing a shrick of
terror from the ladies on the stairs.

“Stay, sir,” the Judge sgald solemnly,
““You shall answer for this to the Gov-
ernor of this Territory, though I can-
not resist you now,

He stepped ineide a room mear the
¢ or, and the men walted in grim
gilence. At last a tall elouching figure
came slowly down the passage Into the
lighted hall.

“Cover him,” gald Olincher gharply,
and ten rifles were gwung to ghoulder,
and again the ladies shrieked. The
Sheriff, however, ralsed his hands
above his head and stood still. In a
moment they had closed around him,
in & few more the porch of the Sand-
erbach Hotel was desertad, .

Meanwhlle, in the kitchen of Ed
Clincher's house eollected a small com-
pany of men, the sgame who had snpped
there msome hours earlier, Before
them stood Burt Lassiter, guarded., At
a table in the center of the room sat
Ed Clincher, a Bible at his left hand
and a blg six-shooter at his right,

“Burt Lassiter,” he said, rising, and
taking up the Bible, “swear on this
Bible to tell the truth.,” The prisoner
advanced, and in a husky tone took

lips.

“You are on trial,* the storekeeper
continued, “before these men who are
responsible for this town In right of
being the first settlers in the country,
and having most stake in it

“You have thig day accused an inno-
cent man of murder, and by means ot
bribery had him condemed to death.
“Now, answer this question, and re-

killed Ben Slade?™

The prisoner hreathed hard,
flabhy faco was wellow and his fin.
gers twitched, but he held his head
high and smiled in Clincher's face.

“John Ogden, the man [ arrested
to-day.”

Clincheér turned his head, and made
a glgn to a man near the door,

“Bring In Maximo Gallegos.” The

but able to give his evidence clearly,

know a greaser to fell the truth?
“Call John Ogden.”

had any questions, Lassiter merely
ghook his head, But he was not smil-
ing mow, ““I'll swear ap.lnst & thous-
and oaths, 1 did not—

Clincher, held up his hand,

“Drop that,” he said sternly, “Give
him the bullet,”

ghown to the prisoner, who started and
then tried to smile contemptously,

“It 15 a rifle bullet,” Clincher sald
very quletly,
dence, only carrled a revolver,
the bullet you hold now was found In
Sé:ldo:g body, and fits your rifle ex-
aetly.

A moment of sllence, while Lassiter
tried to speak—and falled.

“Answer me again~" thundered
Clincher,

Thers was g Jow gurgling ory, and

the Sheriff fell grovelling at Clincher’s | unarmed “to Delhi,

foet.

God’s sake have merey, and T will—"
“Stop-" Clinchar's eyes flashed fire,

;lild cast away hands that had clutched
8,

row.”

———

the same way.
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1,000,000 matches.
e

China before the elsventh centuary.

S

member of the dog family,

has &8 many divisions as sixty.
mheﬂelg divided by @, 6,
10, 15, 20 and 30,

member you are on your cath—Who |understood by an Indian lady.

A small confcal pellet of lead was

And thus was even handed justice
done, without shadow of law, at Cal-|ernment formed an aliiance with Bho-
houn. {n_the Territory of New Mexico. | pal, guaranteeing to the Nawab the

Prozen soup, in small leather sacka,
i3 earried by travellers in Eastern _
Siberia. Frozen milk s also earrled in | ter of Sikandar, sneeceded in 1868 and

A pound of phogphorue will head

The Mexican lap dog is the gmallest

FIRST WOMAN BAILIFF,

Port.hnd# Oregon has Appointed
rs. M. E, Daggett s

The first woman baillff ever appoint
@l in Portland, Oregon, was recently
sworn into office, Bhe is Mrs. M. B
Daggett, who for the past three months
has becn engaged as a volunteer offiger
ip the Portiand Juvenile Coutls aeme

.H ¥ . -

The entire iife of Mrs. Daggett has
been devoted to charity. She is the
daughter of a Methodist clergyman
and was born in Kentucky, When a
young girl she went to Kansas with
her parents and was in that state in
the days when it was known as “Bleed,
ing Kansas” Mre Daggett began her
charitable work when quite young and
frequently came to grief.

re— .
WOMEN RULERS OF INDIA,

Theee Beguma of Bhopal Whe Have
Been at Head of a Large
w-- Native State.

A the interesting personages
MQ Prince and Princess of
‘Wales have met in the course of their
tour through India, none presents &
more éngrossing study than woman
rular of the Btate of Bhopal, Nawab
Sultan Jehan, Begum, if the London
accounts may be regarded as authen-
tie. @ Begum 8 a daughter and &
granddaughter of a Begum, and be-
tween them these thres women have
ruled, for tha past sixty years, the
destinles of a state comprising nearly
7,000 square miles of territory and a
population of a million people,

The mother of the present ruler de-
scended from the famous Dost Moham-
mad Khan, the founder of the Bhopal

the oath, touching the Bible with his|\2 1868, in which year she sent to

Queen Vietoria & quaint letter ao-
knowledging her majesty’s kindness
in accepting the dedication of a book
written by the Begum's mother, the
enlightened Sikandar, describing her
pllgrimage to Mecca.
The book in question is & pletur
esque record of an orlental journey,
containing an appreciation of the char-
acteristica of that place as seen %sllld
a
Begum seems to have been particulamn

Hia |1y struck by the edormous quantities

of food which the inhabitants of Meo~
ca were able to consume, Bhe records
that they were in the habit of dispos-
ing of five or six pounds welght per
They appeared to thrive on If, how
ever, for the Begum vouches for the
fact that the average man was so ab-

Mexican boy came in, very frightened, | Rormally strong that he thought noths

ing of carrying a weight of 900 pounds

The prisoner laughed. “Did you ever | from the gtreet to the top of a house,

The Begum apparently took a great ins
terest in bullding operations in Mec-

John was cool now, and gpoke short- | ca, for she includes in her book a list
1y, to the point. When asked if he|of bullding materials, with thelr cost,

Loyal to Engiand.

The loyaity to the British Govern-
ment, to which the preseat Begum's
mother referred in her letter to Queen
Vietoria, was strikingly exhibited by
the famous Sikandar who ruléd dur-
ing the mutiny,

At the helght of the insurreetion a
deputation from her army gathered
ouiside the palace and expressed a

.. Jwish that the Begum would put her
Ogden, by your eV |selt at the head of her men aud jead

them on to Delhi to extermiunate the
infidel British, The Begum promised
to do so, but during the night she,
with a few faithful adherents, crused
the whole army, éonsisting of abont
three thousand men all told, to be dis-
armed and thelr weapons hidden. The
following day she offered to lead them
but the army
thought better of it. This plucky aet

“Mercy, merey,” he whispergd. “For|probably had a great influence on the

trend of events, and it undoubtedly
saved the British residents at g neigh-
boring town from masspere.

Bhopal has always been one of the

“Cltizens, this man 18 gullty, In your | Most friendly of the Indlan States, 8o
pame I condemn him to be hanged by |far back as 1778, when Gen. Goddard
the neck in publie at sunrise to-mor.|marched across India, Bhopal was the

only Indian power which showed it
gelf friendly. In 1818 the British Gov-

possession of the State,

More Liberty for Women.
The Shah Gehan Begum, the daugh-

proved a most worthy follower of her
mother., She threw aside the restrie-
tions of the *purdah,” which tmposed
the strictest seclusion upon Indian
women, and ‘was always aceessible,
conducting business on her own inftia-

Chrysanthemums were Grown IB{givo with the greatest vigor. M. Louls

Roueselet, @ French explorer, thus de-
scribes a meeting he had with her
many years ago.

“l had en appointment with Her
Highness,” he wrote, “and 80 [ called

—
The hour wag divided into sixty|at the palace, which is full of Eurp-
minutes becanse no other small npumber | pean treasures and laxnries. In the

it
5 6

room foto which [ was ushered sat a

ter of one of the court nobles, and was

dynasty, BShe succebded to the throne|®

litle whom 1 toglk to be the dgugh-

on the point of addressing her, when

i T
she rose and with a very stately in. Mﬁs ANn nlm” 4
clination of her head sald: ‘I am the : o

8hah Jehan, at the same tlne ex-
tending a tiny hand covered with jew-
éls, When I had somewhat recovered

A Romange of Darkes London

from my confusion I noticed that, al- e .
though of diminutive stature, she had| The Greatest English Story ehiiodens
i very handsome, Intellectual face. Times,

Bhe wore close ftting pantaloons of
gold brocade, embroldered jacket and
a muslin togue,”
The present Begum still keeps up
the restriction of the “purdah.”” When
she was presented to the Prince of
Wales at Indore, he was crowned with o
gold, her face veiled behind & burka | jwrmmem g astor. ., 50 m-mnn%
of light blue and her figure draped in | : secrets wﬁ'ur%
blue of a deeper shade. b s

fI'he relgn of women in Bhopal is '
likely to cense with the death of the
present Begum, for ghe has two sons
and a daughter, and the heirapparent
is the oldest son?

THE NAGIC STORY.

(Continued from Page a.)

“Mr. Currler is good for anything he| =
orders,” he sald to the man in charge;
“one of my old customers, Thig is Mr,

el

ot
S

TN

Brrnn.tMr. Curr[lier.t;ledwtnb take gium{ i @ friond ot
care of you, and ‘stand for' you just|BILIL A1.JAS—The Terror,

the same as 1 would, The fact is, T have ogmwu;hvgﬁ : ﬂmm%
gold out. I've just turned over the outs | they may unde o
fit to Bryan. By the way, ig'nt Mr.|Walk e b blg oty

ully  means. ¥y

!murd rtl:-m: liblft ntc}r}'l :n
oarn (s A0 El

mnr in her cj.."!:v" :3

Bturtevant a friend of yours?”

I nodded. I couldn't have spoken if
I had tried,

“Well,” continued the ex-“night owl”
man, “he came herp one night, about
S tadantil oy 1 evee Meatd, Foa et ‘
wonde story I ever heard, I've Just | 75 J'8" (Ria wonue
bought & place cn REighth Avenus, niﬂrnﬂpuﬁ [ condle
where 1 am golng to run @ regular|diy® You: spprecais
restaurant—near Twenty-third street. |mure e Plewsiign
Come and ses me.”

Again the Wonderful Story.

I ptarted to walk homeward, finger-
ing the solitary nickel in my pocket
and contemplating the certalnty of rid-|ing
ing down town in the morning, When
I reached Umion Square, I examined |S7n: .
my pddress book for the home of Mnfb(m n
Sturtevant, but it was not recorded. | XS4 o ,,.“,,,'E
Then I remembered the cafe in Univer- | atialhome, rom.mnd

sity place, and, although the hour was | Samora, Yor ﬂ;ﬁ:ﬁ and
late, it occured to me that he might be i y Fuacin %j

¥y

toat. o acares, 10
there. Bl S0t the Gathe of the Lando: ;

He was. In a far corner of the room, | a0
gurrounded by a up of acquaints| e
ances, [ saw him. He discovered me at
the same instant and motloned to me
to join them. There was no chance for
the story, however, Half a dozen men
were around the table and I was the
farthest removed from Sturtevant.

“It's too bad, Mr. Currier,” remarked
ong of the party; “you should have
ocome & little gooner, Sturtevant has
been telllng uws a story, it is quite
wonderful, really, 1 say, Bturtevant,
won’t you tell that again, for the bene.
fit of Mr. Curriert”

“Why, yes. 1 believe that Currler has,
somehow failed to hear the magie story,
although I think he was the firet one
to whom I mentioned it at all, Sit down
here and you ghall have "

We wero interrupted at that {nstant,
by a uniformed messenger who handad
§..irtevant a telegram. It was from his
chief, demanding his instant attend-
ance at the office, ;

“Top bad,” sald Sturtevant, rising|yesrs
and extending his hand. “Tell you what | Giher stories
Il do, old chap. I'm mot likely to be | venture, trag

one any more than an hour or two, | e miee ™t afread

have purchased
have ready
90 the folldwing ;

E The Bugliohmun's dde
penture,”

“The Maniac'n Mowile
seript,"

"_Ii’is (hange g B%n

You take my key and walt for me in
my room, In the escritoire near the
window you will find an old scrap-
book, bound in rawhide, Read that and
wait for me until I return.”

Reading the Story at Last., .| .je Bl '
With that he went out, and I Jost ".?ﬁem:.}'nixm .
no time in taking advantage of the per-| "V fiT, oh,

" Hearta
and suores
:;uulr tog many to

e,

'Wo want to fncla
g‘u}n izmuw th

 ho W T
rendors iﬁ"

mission he had glven me,

* 1 found the book without difficulty.

It was & quaint, homemade affair, I

found the story curiously printed. It

was quaing and strange. v T
In reproducing the crontenta olil {the ine, You wout wank

book the pecullarities of type, spelling, I

ete, are g?fmlnaled, but in other re- |t sabscripton pric

iy 10c, for one
spects it remaing unchanged. fu s but we oane
We know that you want to read Part ;ﬁgl:::wz lﬁmhﬁ

Two ofh this unth:slstory 'hrlia]t (31;: e ,F",%a g B 4
tains the wonderful manuscrip W e opening el
covered by Sturtevant, The complete | il ith' i ecpest moaninas of 1ite, fgcikle
story, bound In silk cloth, with fine & ;H}"Eiﬁsxﬁrmﬁum fold your SUbeCHps
vignette {illustration as front plece, HUUGSHOLM‘OMI.

beautifully printed on a fine quality of |
paper, will be sent to you absolutely | 291-3 Congress Strech, = Bosten, Moos.

free, postage prepald, if you will gend
one dollar for a year's subseription to
Success Magazine, or, if you are al-
ready a subscriber, your subscription
will be extended one year. Address The
Success Company, 32 Waverly Place,
New York.
(Note~The Magle Story i8 related
is not magie, but while an intensely in-| 4
toresting narrative of & “Buccese” is miu'Tar;-
simply one of the most eomprehonsive | (Ve OVFES
and uplifting pieces of advice ever|1
presented to strugegling mankind, It|}5
breathes action and . determination to g p |
gucceedw-a llving example of the words ..r hy ting Belorg & p) ,..-‘-'7,]
of the indomitable’Richellen, that there M*::l VHNG. GTADIORD D5 JIS Atk B. Ty S
is no such word as fail, President g

Roosevelt's “Strenuons Life” was dis- ” F“;m “* ‘m

eounted In this story a hundred years, ;
It awakens enthusiasm, it urges and WVESTAT where § will bring.
Sl i

wne
mot
100,

compels. It is, too, & most enchanting
tale.)
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| CURED MY RUPTURE
| 4 Wit Show You liow Te Gure Yours °
FREE.

£ wna and bed Hdden for yeatw from & donble rapiesy,
hmmd. Dootors mid 1 e if 8ot operaied on
I fooked theen all and eured mysell by lo dlsowwory, 1will
send the eure fnee by mall 1f you write for I8 [t cused me snd has
since oused thoussnds, 14 willl sure you., Wilte do-dey, Lot ! -~
Coliings, Bex 117, Walestewa, X. T, *
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